the corpse, but no letters or papers of any kind could
be found on the body, which was a woman's. During
the night the enemy fired a carcass, or incendiary
shell, into the room that Inglis had vacated two days
before, setting it alight.
At half-past nine next morning, when several
officers were at breakfast in the Residency building,
a roundshot struck the table and passed right through
the room.} no one was hurt except Lieutenant
Harmer, 52nd Foot, who had his leg broken by a
piece knocked off the table. In the afternoon an 18-
pound shot entered Dr Fayrer's drawing-room and
smashed a valuable copper-plate engraving of
Raphael's Transfiguration'.
On the same day Mr Polehampton, who was
rapidly recovering from his wound, was attacked by
cholera. His sufferings were great and it was soon
apparent that the disease was mortal, but he said
with his frank smile to his visitors in the hospital:
'I am not in the least frightened, and I know exactly
how I am.' As Mrs Polehampton tended her hus-
band during the last day and night of his life, she
was upheld by a sense of unearthly peace which
swelled into triumph as the end approached, for she
felt that she was watching him enter into the joy of
his Lord, and she was able to share his joy. He died
on the morning of the 20th July. It was usual to
bury the dead in sheets or blankets from their own
beds, but Mrs Polehampton was anxious to procure
a coffin; Mr Harris found her one at last, stowed
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